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 War was a disease inflicted by society upon humanity.  When nations 

went to war, the world fell into chaos.  Men slaughtered men, without 

thought of the lives they were ending, the loved ones the slayed left behind.  

Blood ran through city streets and country fields, over mountains and past 

deserts.  Art, culture and science were destroyed in waves of violence.  Until 

one man- 

 Thomas Lues tapped his pen against the government issue metal 

desk in an impatient staccato.  Until one man- He needed to finish this es-

say tonight, but the words just wouldn’t flow.  Thomas loved his job; he was 

a leader, a teacher.  However, he despised deadlines. He was not some ma-

chine to produce on command.  He was a writer, one of many honoured to 

work at the Department of Verbum.   

 His gaze wandered over the skyline of what used to be Paris.  There 

were no real cities anymore.  All citizens of Concordia lived in carefully 

planned colonies.  The towns were allotted enough land and other re-

sources to support a certain number of citizens.  Each child was given a 

profession at the age of 14 and continued training until they reached 18.  

At this point, they were sent to colonies that needed workers in their par-

ticular area of expertise or to centres of art.  The system of assigning chil-

dren professions at random discouraged competition and emphasized the 

importance of the community.  The residents of a colony used their diverse 

skills to benefit the community, and each contribution was considered to be 

of equal value; a janitor commanded the same amount of respect as the 

mayor.  

 Artists and scholars lived with their peers in the former cities.  Paris 

was home to writers, Rome to painters, Los Angeles to actors, Tokyo to en-

gineers and so on.  Government offices organized around the arts were 

based in the cities.  They regulated the artwork, protecting citizens from 

any piece that might cause violence, and recruited artists and intellectuals 
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into their ranks.  Topics were limited to praise of peace and the Con-

cordian government.  Criticism was banned; all art was to be appreciated 

equally.  The world was a paradise of safety and equality that citizens of 

the old countries could never have dreamed of…  That was it! The word he 

needed.  Thomas picked up his pen and began scribbling furiously. 

Until one man dared to dream of a better world, one in which people 

lived and worked together in perfect harmony.  The founder of Concordia, 

Dr. John Nemo, recognized that competition and dissent were the causes of 

war; cooperation and unity would be our salvation.  He saw that humans 

were naturally peaceful, that society had corrupted our natures, forced us to 

compete in order to survive.  Dr. Nemo gathered an army of pacifists, a 

brotherhood of great thinkers, to help make his dreams come to life. 

Thomas put down his pen.  His job was to celebrate the virtues of 

peace.  The details of Dr. Nemo’s revolution would be counterproductive.  A 

world state couldn’t be created without bloodshed after all.  He stared at 

the ceiling, looking for the perfect phrase.  There it was! 

Dr. Nemo brought light to a dark world, uniting people across the 

globe into one community of peace and prosperity.  You are here today be-

cause you are a threat to Nemo’s dream.  You have disrupted the peace of 

your fellow citizens, been found lacking in your contribution to the commu-

nity and disobeyed your government.  You will remain in the centre of recon-

ditioning until you have repented and are no longer a threat to our commu-

nity. 

The essay was finished.  Thomas collected his papers to take over to 

the reconditioning centre, where his work would be read over a loudspeak-

er system to thousands of dissenters.  Similar essays were blasted nonstop, 

day and night, until a message of peace and obedience was branded into 

each dissenter’s psyche.  Some would be saved, sent to a new community to 

resume their lives.  Others would break.  Those who weren’t equipped to 

live in a society of peace were handed over to the Department of Mortem  
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and quietly removed from the world.  Their peers believed they had 

simply been relocated to a new colony.  Thomas felt a pang of sadness for 

the ones who couldn’t fit in, but quickly stifled it.  He was a member of the 

Department of Verbum, an officer of peace, an artist.  Mercy and justice 

must be sacrificed for the good of society.  There weren’t enough resources 

to support those who wouldn’t or couldn’t contribute.  Thomas glanced at 

his watch, realized he was late for a meeting and rushed out of the office 

without another thought for those who would be tormented by his words. 

 

MERITOCRATIC COMMUNISM 
A state-made, artificial food chain. No money, no religion and no biases. 

The capabilities of your abilities define the life you’re going to live. From 

what food you eat, to where you live and what you work in, everything is 

aligned to reward you according to your value in society. 

Labour is the people’s currency, and since there is no private property, all 

labour is paid to the government. If everybody works for this industrialised 

enterprise of a government and the government works for the people, then 

everyone is working for everyone. The government repays labour with 

basic needs, services, housing, security and even some luxury for those who 

earn it. The quality of these factors is determined by your ‘proletarank’ or 

proletarian rank, which is determined by your abilities and relevance to so-

ciety. If your field of expertise is greatly beneficial to the commune and is 

scarce, your rank will be high. If at one point there are more astrophysi-

cists than masons or farmers, and in addition there has not been a major 

discover in astrophysics in over 50 years, then masons and farmers will 

have a higher rank. 

Ranks cannot be inherited. After the age of 21 the person should already be 

able to know where he will fit since extensive career and motivation tests 

will have been implemented to find their future place as a cog in the ma-

chine. 
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Since the government disposes of all the jobs a human can do, the provision 

of services and commodities is very efficient. One of the most stable jobs in 

terms of keeping a high rank is medicine. Maintaining an extremely rigor-

ous training program in which many don’t make it, the government relies 

on the best doctors to provide universal health care. This applies to all are-

as in the sense that they are abundant in numbers, produce and benefits, 

but also that every single hour of your labour is done to benefit, in one way 

or another, your fellow citizens. No money will persuade you to turn to self-

ish instincts, you won’t need religion to lean on, since you have your peo-

ple, and you will have everything you’ll ever need and more… if you de-

serve it. 

THE CONSTITUTION OF  

CANDY FUN LAND 
I. Government 

 a. The government of Candy Fun Land (CFL) is very small. 

 b. There is little to no government regulations on business. 

 c. There is no judicial system in CFL because everyone is happy about 

the candy surplus and therefore there is no crime. 

 d. There is a strong executive branch headed by President Lollypop. 

II. Economy 

Candy Fun Land is a very capitalist society. 

The largest export from Candy Fun Land is candy. 

The wealth distribution is similar to America however everyone is 

still super happy because they have so much candy. 

III. Health 

The government has cured all sickness. 

There is no longer any death. 
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There is no longer any death. 

The government has created a super drug that not only cures illness, 

but also makes everyone always have fun. 

IV. Laws 

There is only one law in CFL and that is that colour green has been 

outlawed due to its lack of creativity. 

V. Education 

 a. There are both public and private schools up to grad school level. 

 b. Everyone has the opportunity to receive higher education if they 

score well enough on a test. 

VI. Geography 

Candy Fun Land is a flying city. 

It is surrounded by a magical bubble, which protects it from wicked 

attackers who cannot pass through. 
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LABOUR CAMP 102 

As I walk down the path to my imminent death I can’t help but feel as 

happy as I have ever been in my short but brutish life. I am an inmate at 

labour camp 102, but I have never done anything wrong. I was born in this 

hell, and now after various attempts to leave it has come the time. Labour 

camp 102, or as we inmates like to call it, hell, is one of the supply labour 

camps of the country of Pernagorsk. Pernagorsk is what some might call a 

Utopia. They live their lives in complete ignorance of how we live however 

we their slaves supply all of their needs. Everyday we slowly rot away in 

this prison it is impossible not to wonder why it is that I had to live this 

life. Everyday I wake up after a couple of hours of sleep and my workday 

starts. I am a miner, which means I have to go work in a cave for most of 

the day. This past week one person died because of the harsh conditions of 

the mine.  

“Inmate 3102?” asked one of the guards as I reached the front of the line. 

“Yes” 

“You will now be executed for the crime of love”. 

Yes you’ve heard correctly, the crime of love. In labour camp 102, as 

well as in all the other identical prisons, love is not permitted. Any type of 

sexual or romantic relationship with another inmate that is not assigned to 

you by the guards is seen as an act of rebellion and therefore punished 

with death. This however does not mean any more children will not be born 

in this hell. A few of the female inmates are selected as child carriers and 

their job is to go into labour every nine months. The children then are 

brought up by their fathers and by the age of 8 start working. I find it to be 

repulsive and so did inmate 3116 who is probably dead by now. She was 

the love of my life and we successfully where able to maintain a relation-

ship for a year without the guards finding out. However when one of the 

guards decided he liked her too, things went quickly downhill. Why is it  
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that life is so unfair? Is love really worth the punishment of death? If 

so, why? What is it about love that makes the guards and the government 

of Pernagorsk so afraid?   

“For the crime of love and the thought of rebellion against the great and 

powerful nation of Pernagorsk we now condemn you to death by means of 

electrical chair, you may now sit in the chair and wait” said a speaker con-

nected to the room I know found myself in. I seated in the chair and my 

arms and legs where restrained by the guards.  

The guards in this prison are other inmates that by means of ratting 

out and helping the original guards with their injustice where turned into 

guards. They live a life as miserable as ours however they are complacent 

because of the power their job gives them. They are all corrupted and 

harsh and there is no happier day in this prison that the day one of them 

dies. 

It is funny how in order for an Utopia, such as Pernagorsk, to exist 

you need to have other people suffering and killing themselves like we do. I 

hate them, I hate all of them because if it wasn’t for their complacent atti-

tude I would not have been stuck in here for all my life. Now however is my 

time to die and I will do it in peace. 

UTOPIA 
Geography 

-surrounded by mountains allowing protection from invasion 

-small coast which allows enough space for a shipping port but not enough 

to be invaded amphibiously 

Government 

Utopia has minimal government: 

 -every 2 years departments of government are put up to a vote as to 

whether they are still beneficial or should be scrapped. 
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-to ensure no debt, members of congress will receive no pay for years when 

a balanced budget has not been achieved. 

 -no income tax will be placed on citizens. 

-the country will be broken up into 10 different states, each with their own 

local governments to decide all matters not specified in the bill of rights. 

The Bill of rights enshrines the following rights for citizens: the right to 

bear arms, to free speech, to privacy, to a fair trial, to the fruits of one’s 

own labour, to inquiry of government, to property, to the insurance of no 

cruel and unusual punishment and to marriage between two unrelated 

adults. 

All citizens are bestowed the same rights. No groups are given special 

treatment, affirmative action is abolished because rewards should be based 

on hard work and intelligence. 

Education 

Education is given the utmost importance. Teacher tenure, which simply 

retains bad teachers and hurts students, is abolished. 

Education is determined by each state, but below is an ideal example: 

-all schools are privately run 

-some schools are better than others and thus will cost more to attend 

-instead of spending money on public schools, families are given vouchers 

for money to send kids to schools of their own choice. 

-if a voucher is not needed (because of wealth), the family can gain a tax 

break instead. 

-vouchers will be given varying degrees of value. If a child performs very 

well in school and tests, they will be given a more valuable voucher thus 

giving them access to a better education. 

-schools have the power to determine the type of education they provide. 

People can therefore decide what type of education they wish to receive 

(subject to admission to school) 
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Military 

-No standing army is to be kept at peace time. 

-During peace time only special forces will be maintained, which allow for a 

smaller military budget. It is incredibly difficult to gain entry into the spe-

cial forces, however they are a very prestigious and elite force. 

-A small navy (consisting mostly of submarines) will be maintained to pro-

tect the coast and the shipping industry. 

-A border protection force around the mountains is maintained at all times 

to offer protection and, in the case of invasion, the force can keep a much 

larger force at bay long enough for a standing army to be gathered. The 

right to bear arms allows this process to be quicker than usual. 

-A strong air force and cyber security branch is given the most importance 

as it allows a smaller nation with a force with a much larger population. 

-Budgeting for the military is carried out by the citizens. This ensures that 

the nation does not become too militaristic. 

Crime 

Crime policy is determined by each state, but below is an ideal example: 

-each state will maintain its own police force and prison 

-capital punishment is an acceptable punishment for violent crimes: citi-

zens have the right to use deadly force in self defence however 

-drug use will be decriminalised or legal: you have the right to your own 

body and the right to use drugs in your home unless you have a minor liv-

ing there. Certain public areas will allow drug use and others will not 

(failure to follow rules will result in a fine rather than jail). 

-police surveillance cannot be used for non-criminal offences. 

Energy 

-Any private land can be open to energy mining. 
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-Offshore oil is a key source of energy: hundreds of thousands of acres of 

sea are open for clean oil drilling. 

-Oil companies are free to drill on private land. 

-Offer tax incentives (not government subsidies) to companies which pro-

duce solar, wind or geothermal energy. 

-Produce energy through clean coal mining. 

-Nuclear energy is completely acceptable when coupled with intense over-

sight for energy standards. 

Minimum wage 

-The minimum wage is $5 per hour, which will not be increased. An in-

crease would cause businesses employing low skilled labourers to either in-

crease prices or lay off workers.  

Welfare 

Welfare is distributed to individuals only for 6 months, as a means to pre-

venting complacency. This does not apply to the mentally ill or physically 

disabled.  

Healthcare 

Healthcare is not socialised, instead citizens have Health Savings Accounts 

which give people choice in coverage configuration, giving people personal 

control of their health care spending. 

Separation of church and state 

There is no national religion, nonetheless religion is still an important part 

of society. The government may not make any law prohibiting the free ex-

ercise of any religion. 

Self Defence 

Citizens are able to carry concealed weapons in public. This allows 

law-abiding citizens to defend themselves.  
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WALD ISLAND 
There is an island, I am told, located in the South Pacific where the natives 

live the most peculiar lives. The island is tropical, but never too humid. 

The weather is wet, but it almost never rains. The days are warm, but no-

body ever forms a single bead of sweat. The nights are cool, but nobody ev-

er needs a blanket. 

The island has a population of Wala trees. These trees have narrow trunks, 

but broad branches. The radius of its canopy is said to be as big as a Ferris 

wheel. The Wala tree also has vines that run down the sides like a 

raindrop off an umbrella. These vines are so great in number, that it is 

said that they act almost like a natural curtain, blocking out even the 

brightest of light. 

The ground of the island is all sand; however, this is no ordinary sand. It is 

said to be smoother than silk, and contours perfectly to a person’s foot. The 

sand never sticks to anyone and it is almost like walking on a cloud. 

The natives, only about 500 in number, like inside the Wala trees, but 

spend most of their time outside. The sun is never too strong and nobody 

has even gotten sunburned. When they are inside though, their ‘houses’ are 

lit up by the glowing Wala berry. One Wala berry’s glow is said to be as ef-

fective as a single incandescent light bulb. 

This not all the Wala berries do, however. The Wala berry is a magical 

fruit that tastes exactly like the food the consumer desires the most. The 

Walla berry is about the size of a tangerine, but has no seeds nor peel, nor 

pit. When one is picked, it is immediately replaced by another. Each berry 

has the nutritional value of a full balanced meal and also acts as a drug, 

releasing the exact amount of dopamine to make the user feel ecstasy for 6 

hours. The last, perhaps most incredible aspect of the Wala berry, is that 

when a person dies (always at the age of 70 on the island), if a pregnant 

woman kisses the forehead of the recently deceased, that person is reborn  
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with all of their memories and experiences. If by some incredible feat, the 

Wala berry only lets women become pregnant when a person has ‘died’. 

This keeps the population at a constant 500 people. The Wala berry also 

decreases a woman’s gestation period to a single day and removes any pain 

from labour. 

The whole island sees itself as one big family. Nobody on the island wears 

clothes. They have no need. The temperature is always perfect, and their 

bodies are something that a god would be jealous of. Sex is common on the 

island, and since they are all best friends, there is no issue with it. 

The island is no bigger than a small university campus, and you can walk 

anywhere and never get tired because of the energy provided by the Wala 

berry. The Natives have no government because they don’t need one. No 

one has the desire to become better than anyone else. They have no need 

for labour or production and instead spend their time having fun and en-

joying one another. 

Now that I’ve told you the wonders of this magical place, and if I’ve forgot-

ten anything about life there, I can tell you that it will always have the 

most pleasurable possible outcome because of the Wala berry. What if I 

told you that you could leave this country and join them? Well you can. 

Since the island is unreachable by any normal means, we must get there 

another way. I have developed a teleportation berry that will take you to 

this wonderful place in a single day. All you have to do is ingest a handful 

of them and you will be on your way in no time! The name of these berries 

you ask? Well, I believe they are called Nightshade berries… 
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LETTER TO THE FEDERAL COUNCIL 
August 15, 2146 

To the Federal Council of Switzerland, 

 I implore you to rescue a country poisoning itself with paranoia. This 

country is located on an island centred in the Arctic Ocean, built in a sec-

tion of the ocean of no economic or visual interest and named it Katharoti-

ta, to remind citizens of how they came to inhabit this island. The citizens 

are told a story of the smartest, healthiest beings of their time grouping to-

gether in a time of a pandemic to strive for a healthier, safer world of their 

own. The island’s existence seems impossible, but they have created new 

methods of farming in factories that are not affected by the cold climate, in 

part to help eliminate the germs from farming the land. Also to minimise 

sickness and also for human life, they have created a temperate climate 

bubble to improve the climate.  

Katharotita’s major problems come from its fear of germs and of people. All 

measures taken by the government are to ensure the safety of its citizens 

from sickness and from crime. Initially, I accept, this sounds ideal, but 

what must be understood is that they now poison themselves from the ex-

aggeration of these two concepts. With their advanced medical science, 

they now have the ability to destroy any kind of bacteria that they wish. 

This becomes problematic as they lose their ability to digest. This is com-

pensated for by producing less chemically complicated foods, but soon they 

will lose all aptitude and will starve unless they create a new way to nour-

ish themselves. The Annual Cleanse, as they call it, prevents all possibility 

of attachment to their homes. In this, they burn all of their possessions, to 

be rid of the germs that will inevitably grow. This is also the event that al-

most single-handedly sustains their economy. Aside from food, the citizens 

of Katharotita have no need for any new possessions, as their population 

remains static, and had even begun to shrink before I had escaped. 
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Manufacturing companies are the only entities that are allowed 

to be taxed, as there is no income tax on households. The government 

then uses the entirety of the measly tax base on security and medical 

research. It was also because of the Annual Cleanse that I was able to 

escape, as it is the one day of the year that the security is less vigor-

ous. The extensive security of the island reveals the other fear of Ka-

tharotita’s inhabitants. Mistrust is emphasized as a virtue, as a form 

of prudence. The government of Katharotita emphasises that no one 

can be trusted, and if anyone provokes mistrust in someone else, they 

are immediately disposed of. Even though I was a government worker 

there, I was never privy to how exactly they kill these people. This sys-

tem additionally removes the need for any kind of welfare system, for 

anyone who is incapable of labour deserves the mistrust of his fellow 

citizens. Only the government officials who run the security systems 

and conduct medical research are able to escape perpetual manual la-

bour. Those who age prematurely from their work are disposed of in 

the same manner as the others. Therefore, I must beseech you to save 

the country of people running blindly towards their own extinction.  

My deepest gratitude, 

Ellie Morum 
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MUDIA 

A world with no tomorrow 
The envelope was wrinkled and yellowed, a true testament to its age. A 

name was written in black ink on the back, but it was faded and thorough-

ly indistinguishable. However, she was able to recognize her mother’s ele-

gant penmanship. Her pale hands shivered as she lifted the decaying enve-

lope off the mahogany tabletop and daintily pulled it onto her lap. Her 

hands perspired nervously as she lifted the flap of the envelope and the 

corner of the timeworn parchment disintegrated.  

A shaky sigh escapes her lips and she musters up the courage to remove 

the four delicate sheets from the envelope. She lets out a breath of relief as 

she realizes the inner contents we far better preserved then the envelope 

that encased them.  

Without any further delay she allowed her eyes to scan the words pains-

takingly etched by her mother: 

Dearest Clarissa, 

If you are reading this then I am probably not with you anymore. I know 

you are strong, my child, and that strength will take you very far in this life 

and allow you to do a world of good. However, to do so, I must tell you much 

you don’t know. Our world is not what it seems. This place that you have 

lived in for your entire life does not represent the entire world. Behind these 

walls lies a great world, but not an entirely good world.  I wish I could pro-

tect you forever, but there comes a time where you need to learn the truth. 

Your father and I have had to make many tough decisions in our day and, 

regrettably, I can’t say I’m proud of all of them.  

I write this to you as I watch you play, ignorant of all the turmoil in the 

world. I can hear your laughter peeling through the house and with every 

word I write I feel as if I am ripping away that childish innocence. Yester-

day, the plans were finalized for the New World Order and I’m ashamed of  
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having taken part in creating them.  

This world was not always what you probably know it to be. Once it was a 

fertile, happy place, where people could live in unity and harmony. Admit-

tedly, it wasn’t perfect. There was famine, war, and pain. Thousands, if not 

millions of people were neglected and severely mistreated. When that world 

was torn apart, however, I feel that we only destroyed the good. We de-

stroyed joy; we destroyed hope; we destroyed love. Meanwhile, we magnified 

the bad, to the point where we see destruction and despair as integral, if not 

positive parts of our society.  

In the Old World, one of the main problems we faced was energy. Humanity 

had a consumerist mindset and, consequently, the amount of energy was 

rapidly depleting. This created a mad dash to attaining new sources of ener-

gy. One scientist, Doctor Hoitz, was the leader in this field and was able to 

create this new source, quite similar to nuclear energy. However, this source 

ran on Mudiun, which could be extracted from the atmosphere and was 

therefore boundless. Your father and I, along with two other couples, were a 

part of the Doctor’s research team. Having provided the Earth with all this 

energy had made us extremely wealthy. This wealth made us arrogant and 

this arrogance was what caused the end of the Old World. 

You see, child, we were so desperate to create our legacy and to expand our 

fortune that we didn’t stop to think of the consequences, we didn’t stop to 

think of what we were doing. Maybe if we had stopped, then we would have 

noticed something was going terribly wrong. Maybe we would still have the 

Old World. Thing is, we didn’t know that Mudiun, in its purest form, was 

highly toxic. In our haughtiness, we were slowly poisoning the world. That 

was our first mistake. 

Three years into the Mudiun program, the whole world had contracted this 

horrific disease. People were dying left and right. As you walked through 

the streets, all you could smell was the overwhelming stench of decaying 

bodies. People were dying too fast to be able to be properly buried, so their 

cold limbs lay trampled on the streets. Those being taken by the disease   

19 



 

A PERFECT WORLD? 

could do nothing but wail in despair, as they clung to the last instances of 

their lives.   

I don’t mean to scar you with these ghastly descriptions, but I hope to make 

you understand what became of the world we came from. I hope that you 

never become as arrogant as your parents did.  

The only people who didn’t die from Mudiun were Doctor Hoitz’s research 

team. We had been slowly exposed to light doses of Mudiun over the years 

and had consequently become immune. But we couldn’t stay in that world. 

It was turning to ashes before our very eyes. We were able to save one hun-

dred and twenty one people from the dust. These were part of a small village 

in the Alps, who had renounced technology and lived apart from the rest of 

the world. Having forsaken technology meant that they had not been ex-

posed to Mudiun. We took those people, ignorant in their isolation, as we left 

the Old World.  

We wandered in space for four years and fifteen days. Our main goal was to 

re-establish life on Earth, to return once the dust had settled. But when it 

finally did, the damage turned out to be far more expansive then we ex-

pected. Even in the face of all the odds, however, we had to find a way to at 

least attempt to right our wrongs. We began to think of another place to go. 

Mars was the most viable option. It was relatively similar to Earth and, if 

we could get the resources, we could certainly be able to construct the New 

World in Mars. However, we needed minerals that could only be found on 

Earth’s surface. To attain these, though, we needed to find a way to produce 

fuel for the space shuttle that would bring us to and from the Earth. None of 

us could even imagine meddling with Mudiun again, so we went back to the 

drawing board.  

At this point Doctor Hoitz began to spend a lot of time on his own. I was 

slightly suspicious, but generally too engrossed in what had become of my 

life, my world, to concern myself with much else. I figured he was dealing 

with his grief in his own way and would come to us when he was ready.  
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However, while his team wracked their brains, Doctor Hoitz already had a 

solution. A horrible solution, but the only one we had.  

He had created this device. He called it the SO4 Sucking Machine. You see 

darling, we had been wandering in space for years. It didn’t take too long 

for Doctor Hoitz to begin observing the people who we had saved from the 

mountains. He noticed, as he conducted his observations, that the only peo-

ple on board that hadn’t lost their spirit, their energy, you could say, were 

the children. When he first presented the idea, we immediately rejected it. It 

was inconceivable that we might use children’s happiness, their soul, to take 

us back home. The Doctor was extremely convincing though. I mean we did-

n’t have to continue adhering to this energy form forever. We could simply 

use it until we had established ourselves in the New World. Then we would 

be able to stop and proceed to create our New World with happiness. It was 

all for the greater good. That was our second mistake.  

I can still remember the day when we first returned to Earth. My feet 

touched the barren soil and I swore to myself that this wasn’t the Earth I 

used to know. I knew in the darker corners of my heart that this was a new 

planet. It was dark, the wind would howl furiously over the empty land-

scapes. In the horizon I could see the old cities. The ‘Shadow Cities’. They 

were ghost-like, a wisp of what they used to be. My heart breaks when I 

think that you will never know the hustle and bustle of New York City, the 

paradisiac beaches of the Caribbean, or the small towns in the middle of no-

where. You will never hear music, you will never appreciate art, and you 

will never dance or even sing. My biggest regret is to think that it was all 

my fault.  

The first order of business when landing on Earth was to find the are-

as richest with minerals. The three couples separated and your father and I 

went as far East as possible, until we found the largest gold mine in what 

used to be considered Asia. Meanwhile, Doctor Hoitz remained on the space 

station and regulated the energy program. Our objective was to gather up 

enough materials to someday establish us in Mars. As you well know, this 
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never happened.  

I don’t know how I missed it. In fact I don’t know how any of us missed it. It 

must have been at some point in the devastation we were suffering, maybe 

when the Mudiun program went wrong, maybe when people began dying, 

maybe when we left the Old World, maybe when we were stuck in space for 

all those years, or maybe even before the Mudiun program began. All I know 

is that somewhere along the line, Doctor Hoitz went mad. 

He became power crazy. He created his own world where he was able to 

dominate and where he was the absolute leader. Essentially, he became a 

dictator. He carefully established a program in which children would begin 

their lives at the space station, their happiness being sucked slowly every 

day. Gradually, along the years their soul disappeared. Their soul is what 

makes them unique. By the time their happiness was gone, we had a mass 

of faceless, emotionless creatures, ready to do our bidding. When the chil-

dren turned 18 and there was no more happiness to be found in them, the 

Doctor would insert a miniscule chip in the back of their skulls and send 

them to us. He would send them to one of the three mineral-rich areas of the 

globe and there they would work in extracting minerals with the knowledge 

of this craft that was transmitted to them through the chip. After 7 years of 

gruelling work the people were taken away temporarily in order to repro-

duce. The children would be immediately removed from their parents and 

would be inserted into the program once more, constantly renewing the cy-

cle. The parents would then return to the mines where they would inevitably 

die of cold, hunger, or exhaustion. In the mines they would work eternally, 

only stopping every once in a while to sip bit of contaminated water and re-

ceive a morsel of food. From the moment they were conceived, they were 

damned to a life of misery.  

By the time we realized what had become of our society, we had our arms 

tied behind our backs. Truthfully, we were too tired. We were too tired to 

fight for what was right. We were too tired to face anymore change. We were  
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too tired to release ourselves from the chains of conformity. I write you this 

in the hope that you will be stronger, that you might somehow change this 

world we live in. I know it won’t be easy, but I hope that someday my grand-

children will know what true happiness is and know what it is to live in a 

world where all is right. 

NEW GARDEN 
Have you ever been to New Garden? The heaven tucked away from casual 

eyes? No, I don't suppose you have…it was hidden long ago. As the world 

progressed and supposedly improved, New Garden turned inward to grow 

and prosper in a cocoon of their own making. No one knew quite the reason 

why, that is, until I became lost in the great unknown – a green and wild 

womb protecting New Garden. 

~ 

 Picture now, a jungle. The location of this jungle has been lost to man, 

but assume it a lush green jungle with vast canopies of leaves, winding 

vines and stabbing thorns; try and hear the wild roar of panthers, and the 

pained cry of birds, a little symphony that echoes in the fog stretching be-

tween the tree trunks.  Imagine, you walk for days through this jungle, 

when suddenly you hear the roar of a waterfall. You can't remember the 

last time you had a drink of water, and so eagerly, you make your way to-

wards the sound.  

 Now, after a minute or two of walking you see water through the 

leaves, and after pushing a few thick vines aside, you step out onto a small 

cliff ledge. You can't breathe for a moment because of the beauty - below 

you a myriad of blue and white hues crash and swirl together in the water, 

shooting like a geyser into the air as the force hammers the surface. The 

rock walls of the cliff are wet and dressed in moss; small trees jut awk-

wardly from the jagged face. The waterfall is a monument to time, a forest-

ed Niagara. 

 Now picture that you are standing here in this paradise, soaking in 

the cataclysmic height and the bright blue sky above, when suddenly you 

notice the faint beginnings of a path. You begin walking towards it, and, 

not thinking about what might be at the end, you enter. The path leads you 

closer and closer to the waterfall, which beckons you with a Siren spell, 

and drenches your clothes with a sharp needle spray. Nevertheless you  
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trudge on, pushing past branches that valiantly try to fend you off. 

The sound is deafening now, thundering not only in your ears, but 

through your body and from deep beneath the earth. Everything 

shakes with its torrential, heavy pounding …. should I go on?  You ask 

yourself. 

 You continue walking. The path teeters precariously upon the 

slippery edge, and you peer nervously over your shoulder at the steep 

drop below. The path is becoming narrower with each step, and for a 

moment you consider turning back, when suddenly you spy human 

footprints pressed softly into the earth. This changes everything. You 

stop for a moment, yet curiosity grips you ever closer, and again you 

continue on. The desire to know is the insistent lure. The path goes on 

for a little longer, never deviating from the perimeter of the waterfall, 

until eventually you are so close to the torrent that you feel like a shift 

of wind might drag you toppling down into the vortex.  

 Now you've reached the end. The path, which has been such a de-

tour, has disappeared into the dark gap between waterfall and rock. 

It's a little archway, one side made of harsh cliff, and curving delicate-

ly to meet the pounding rush of water. 

 What now, you ask yourself?  You shut your eyes, and, of course, 

take the next step. 

 

 In darkness you walk, the waterfall hammering behind you, until 

slowly you spot a small orb of glowing orange in the distance. You 

doubt your vision for a moment, but as you grow closer, it blooms into 

a familiar dancing shape. You are face to face with it now, and can feel 

its radiating heat. Fire. A torch to be exact, mounted upon the wall. 

You look ahead, and you see a winding row of them in the distance.  

No doubts now – the presence of man! 

 

 You continue walking. You are going further and further into the 

depths of the cliff, so much so that eventually the sound of the water-

fall begins to shrink away, until it is only a mere muted memory.  The 

further you walk now the more frequently the torches appear upon the 

stone face; so too do footprints that dot the earthen floor, dancing in  
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the fire's flickering light. You stop suddenly, and strain your ears as a 

sound creeps slowly towards you - drums hammer in the distance, 

thrumming rhythmically in tune with the cavern's heartbeat. 

~ 

  I remember standing in the tunnel passageway, all senses alert 

to the sound of the drums. And then – suddenly, darkness fell as a cal-

loused hand clasped itself over my mouth, and a sharp pain stabbed at 

my ribs. The depths of an ocean began to swallow me whole. I remem-

ber how my body suddenly felt calm, and how slowly, like in a dream, 

reality began to fall away. I remember gentle arms catching me as my 

body slumped and crumpled to the earth, and a warm breath tickling 

my ear as a man's voice whispered, Please forgive me. I am so sorry. 

~ 

Slowly I began to hear a muffled chatter; various voices bouncing from 

different directions. 

  Will he be okay? 

  How did he find us? 

  Are there more with him? 

  Will he be okay? 

~ 

 Slowly I became aware of lying on a warm bed, and a soft pillow 

beneath my head. There were different voices then, but the questions 

were still the same. 

~ 

 Slowly, I opened my eyes.  

 A blinding light shone above me, then slowly faded away. Shapes 

emerged - a door, a large window, a table, and most alarmingly, four 

people, with faces staring down at me. When they saw that my eyes 

were open three of them widened their eyes in shock and backed 

quickly away. The smallest of them however, a young boy, remained. 

The boy's face gazed at me curiously, his mouth scrunched to one side 

in thought, and then suddenly I felt a tentative poke to my arm. An-

other one came, and then another, and then another, with each one 

gaining confidence and power. I looked down, and sure enough the boy  
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was violently poking me, as though to make sure I was real. I raised my 

eyes up to meet his then, and as I did so the poking gradually slowed. His 

eyes burned with the innocence of childhood, that one magical quality that 

we fail to appreciate or understand when we are young, but that we dream 

desperately about when it is far too late.  Mister, He murmured shyly, Are 

you going to hurt us? Do you bring pain?   

 For a moment I almost responded to the child's question by scream-

ing, but somehow, miraculously, a simpler response emerged. 

 No. 

~ 

  After I responded to the boy, one of the three men who had 

backed away earlier ran from the room, and I heard him shouting in the 

hallway HE'S AWAKE! HE'S AWAKE! A minute later two guards came in, 

dressed in dark green uniforms and shiny black boots. The three men who 

had been my audience before took the little boy by the shoulder and led 

him through the door. As he was escorted quietly away he snuck one last 

eager look over his shoulder at me, making sure that I hadn't been some 

phantom. Once they were gone, the two men sat on the side of my bed and 

began to gently ask questions. It was a serious inquisition to be sure, but 

done in such a manner that it felt like a conversation one might have with 

a new acquaintance over a cup of coffee at the local café. Where are you 

from? Canada…I know someone in Canada. What region? Ontario? Oh my 

friend is from Vancouver. What were you doing all the way out here? Defor-

estation…what does that entail?  Mmm, interesting.  

 There were of course a few more serious questions.  Are you armed? 

No? Okay good. Were you looking for us? Does anyone know where you are? 

No? Will there be more after you?  Are you sure? Okay good. Do you know 

who we are? No? Excellent. 

 As I answered they jotted my answers down upon a notepad in a jum-

bled scrawl that though unreadable, resembled a very messy rendition of 

English.  

 My answers must have satisfied them, for they left after an hour or 

two, leaving me quite alone.  For a few minutes I tried to nap, but of course 

I failed miserably. Groaning, I slowly moved my aching body, first sitting, 

then cautiously standing, never removing my hand from the bedside. A 

window occupied one wall with bright light making patterns on the floor 

and, like a moth, I painfully approached, arms outstretched, my eyes shut. 
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When finally my hands touched the glass I allowed myself to open my eyes 

and behold this strange new world. What I saw was unlike any other city 

on earth. This was a city of everything that could be right.  

 

 As promised, I was released from the hospital two days later. 

Throughout my time there I had been made into a sort of study, an exhibit 

in the bell jar hospital room for hundreds of people a day (most of whom 

were patients or journalists) to come and gawk at. Several times the little 

boy came back to the window, worming his way to the very front of the 

crowd. He would stand there for a minute or two, biting his lip and staring 

seriously at me, and then suddenly he would give a furious wave before 

turning to run quickly away. In my head I began to call him My Little 

Friend. 

  Nurses ran busily in and out of the room, though none of them would 

answer me when I would try to ask them a question or for a favor. In fact, 

no one ever answered any of my questions, not to mention the most urgent 

unknown – where was I? 

 Finally though, on my last night in the hospital, a man came with all 

of my answers. The man was short and rather round, with a fierce yet kind 

manner about his walk. His skin was olive in the darkness, and his black 

hair had been trimmed just above his ears, framing his calm green eyes. 

He placed his old and withered hand on the bed beside me; branches of 

veins wormed beneath the skin. His eyes met mine then, and a wry know-

ing smile flickered at the corners of his resolved mouth. His sagely face 

wore time's wise wrinkles. He was archaic. 

 Like the griots of West Africa, he is the story keeper. He is the one 

who spins the tale of history, who teaches the young of their origin, and 

who reminds proud men of theirs. After an uneasy pause in which the si-

lence cried of uneasiness, he spoke, This must all be rather confusing for 

you.  

 Well yes. I answered.  

 Do you know where you are? 

 (the amount of times I had been asked this question in the past few 

days was astounding) 

 No. 

 He sighed deeply and gazed at me for a moment. New Garden. 

I wasn't quite sure if I was supposed to have heard of New Garden before,  
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and so I decided to just nod my head solemnly and say Oh with as much 

gravity as I could muster.  

 He seemed satisfied. You know of our tale then?  

 Oh, oh yeah I lied, Though, my understanding of it is limited at best.  

 Again he sighed. I thought as much. This tale has not been told to an 

outsider for over a millennia, you understand?  

 I didn't, but again I pretended like I did. The clouds cleared from out-

side my window, and the night light began to filter through, led by the 

shimmering, silver hoar of the moon. The one side of his body was lit in 

this light, and his left eye was caught in a reflection. He pulled up a chair 

then, and with the grace of a king he took his seat. For two minutes we sat 

in the silence of the night, until finally he began. 

 Many millennia ago, around the time when the first civilizations of the 

world were beginning, a meteor shot through the sky. Picture it will you? A 

flash of fire against the blue of the sky and the green of the Jungle? When it 

finally hit the earth, the entire Jungle rippled in response. The sound was 

deafening, and the local tribespeople, who were very near indeed, were 

thrown to the ground in the blast. When they had recovered they of course 

went to investigate the scene. What they found was a crater, and this crater 

had formed a mammoth bowl in the top of Eagle's point cliff. The river at 

the top of the cliff, which supplied the waterfall, had been spared, and was 

still running unscathed a few minutes walk away from the crater's edge. 

Over many years they used the remnants of this meteor to forge a city, a city 

so great that it is said to be a city of the heavens, of the cosmos.  

 There was a time when New Garden was known to the world, when 

thousands would flock to its streets every year to try and claim their own 

rights to riches. These people however, they were too separate, too independ-

ent. They had no loyalty to one another. They were selfish, they were insatia-

ble.  They began to destroy the city in a wrath of rapacity- they brought the 

great monuments crumbling, they brought disease, they brought an infec-

tious greed that glimmered with gold in man's eye. There seemed to be little 

hope for this city, until finally our great leaders discovered the foundations 

of human nature. They concluded that man as an individual is barbaric. 

Not evil (for "evil" is too strong of a word), but animalistic in the sense that 

we will gladly betray a society and fall victim to the grasping hands of cor-

ruption if we thought it would elevate ourselves. They reflected back on the 

beginnings of New Garden, when the tribesmen had been moral and united. 

If man is an animal individually, then what was it that held us together? 

Society.  
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They determined on one's own, one cannot be trusted. However, when put in 

the realms of society, a society which would not seek but nurture, one would 

be restrained in a sense of moral obligation. This is not the duty of a govern-

ment, you understand, to unite us. This is the duty of the people.  

 Such a united society could not be harmonized however if there was 

the constant variable of unknown influence. Perhaps New Garden could one 

day be open to the world again, but for the present, it shut its iron gates. We 

in New Garden recognized the disease of man, and we have hid from it. We 

are great now, we are together. 

~ 

 My little friend, the young boy I had met in the hospital, was my 

guide once I left the hospital. He was only 6 years old, but this was his city. 

He had explored and discovered more of this city than he had of his own 

self. This is a trend common to the people of New Garden, a pride in their 

city so deep that it cannot even hope to rival any of that in "modern" socie-

ty.  

 Grasping my sweaty hand, he showed me the grandeur of New Gar-

den. The city has three levels, each connected by long ladders that stretch 

against the wall, connecting floor to floor; or by huge and richly adorned es-

calators, which unlike those in modern malls, are extremely fast; or, if you 

suffer from a disability/old age, you can ride in one of the palatial glass ele-

vators that shoot between floors like that of Willy Wonka. Because my lit-

tle friend is young, he likes to take the ladders.  

 We explored the bottom level first, since this is where the hospital is. 

In fact, this is where virtually everything is.  

 As my visitor had said the night before, New Garden is in the perfect 

shape of a circle. The crater truly does resemble that of a bowl, with a thick 

rim that skirts along the top. Because of its circular shape, the bottom level 

of the city has adopted the layout of a clock. In the very centre of this city 

resides a fountain, a fountain so grand that it takes the breath of man 

away. It stands 1,000 ft high in the air, just barely reaching the floor of the 

Idylla's top level, and its water shoots majestically down the side as from 

an elephant's trunk. This is the city's centre, and where all of its festivals 

and speeches and declarations are held throughout the year. When my lit-

tle friend first took me here he pointed at the fountain excitedly and asked 

See? It is the most beautiful thing in the world!  

 He is a remarkable boy.  
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Continuing with the basic shape of a clock, the streets are like the ticking 

hands, and extend out at even distances. For example, the city's main 

street is the diameter reaching from 12:00-6:00. These streets all have vari-

ous names, though they have been so named according to the kind of dis-

trict they house. For example, Wisdom street, one of the most popular of all 

the streets, is home to the city's four libraries. These libraries are made of 

the strongest of glass, specially tinted on the inside so the light won't dam-

age the books. Along the millions of library shelves rests at least one copy 

of every book ever written. In the Old Library sits two of Shakespeare's 

first folios, the Magna Carta, the first edition of Beowulf, a first edition of 

The Story of My Life signed by Hellen Keller, letters from the desk of Hu-

mayan, etc. New Garden is plentiful in gold, but its true riches reside in 

knowledge.  

 There is Fortune street, home to the city's only bank, and the highly 

regarded Ministry of Finances. 

 There is Panacea street, home to the city's three hospitals- the Hospi-

tal for minor injuries (which is where I was), the Hospital of emergencies 

and surgery, and the Hospital for the permanently infirm. It is also home 

to the Ministry of Health. 

 There is guild street, which actually extend for one diameter of the 

circle it is so vast. This street is separated off into different regions- Artist's 

Corner where the great art schools are; the Bazaar stretch where they sell 

their work in neat little stalls; Euphonic way where the mellifluous notes 

dance from musicians’ minds; and right near the centre the Ministry of 

commerce. 

 There is Peace street, where many of the ministries are. Here is home 

to the Ministry of War, of Legislature, of Transportation, of Justice, etc.  

 There is also Park street, and Nosh street; Garb street and Rave 

street…there are a few other streets, but they are not as important. 

 Walking through these streets, one is stricken by the happiness of the 

people. Everywhere you turn you are met with a kind face, a merry wave, a 

loud HEY! How's it going today? Everywhere I went I was met with stares, 

but not in a hostile way, but more of an excited wariness. I soon realized 

that these people  all knew one another, despite the fact that the city has 

thousands of inhabitants. I was a concept they hadn't encountered for who 

knows how long-a stranger, an unaccounted for variable.  
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The bottom level is a maze of glory and sophistication. My Little Friend 

loved to point at something in his city and watch my face contort with awe. 

Look, look at the cleanliness! Look, look at the art we have! Listen, hear the 

music? Look, see the ministry? 

 My little friend never once let go of my hand. It was already 11:00 by 

the time we had gone down Wisdom, Fortune, Panacea, Guild, and Peace 

street; my feet were throbbing, and my knees had begun to buckle. We 

went to Nosh street then to buy a quiche to share, and he then led me over 

to Park Street to eat in the centre of Russell Square, beneath the hair of a 

willow tree, surrounded by symphonies of laughing children and chirping 

birds. 

 He took me back to Wisdom street then, to his school. The school is 

unlike anything in that us in "modern" society would be able to recognize. 

For one matter, there is only one school.  Of course there are hundreds of 

different buildings and teachers and classes to the school, but there is no 

private sector of it that might make it so that a child is given an unde-

served advantage. The unity of the school is to ensure that no child re-

ceives a better education than another; they all are given equal opportuni-

ty at greatness. The people of New Garden understand that some will be 

naturally more intelligent than others, and would never do anything to try 

and limit this. Advanced classes are offered, but they are determined upon 

merit, not wealth. All children are schooled in an equal balance of all sub-

jects until they turn 15, where upon they are given more choice of what to 

study.  My Little Friend despises writing, but loves his maths. He intro-

duced me to his Teacher- a brilliant young woman with auburn hair, and a 

stunning face. She was the one who explained this all to me. 

 After chatting outside for a little while she led me to her classroom for 

a cup of tea, pointing at different things in the hallway along the way. The 

ceiling was as grand as any French Opera house, with pastel murals paint-

ed so artfully that the various figures depicted appear alive. My Little 

Friend skipped joyfully ahead of us, making motor noises with his lips, 

laughing carelessly about nothings.  

 Over tea the woman explained how New Garden colleges and politics 

worked, which compared to the various systems we have now in the mod-

ern world, are ridiculously simple. In terms of College, there is nothing to 

really understand - all must attend. No matter what you hope your career 

to be, all must be enrolled in a school until the age of 22. 
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Politics are a slightly more difficult matter, though I doubt very much that 

a simple political system even exists. The woman poured another cup of tea 

before explaining. At the age of 22 all graduating youths interested in en-

tering upon a political career must take an exam. This exam is to deter-

mine affluence for a political position; in a way, it is similar to a Civil Ser-

vice Exam, yet different as all are prepared for it equally (i.e., it is not only 

for the rich). Those who score a certain mark on the exam are offered a 

term in the government, which will last for 8 years. If one fails the exam, 

yet they are certain that the government is still the path they desire, they 

may take it again the next year. Each person who goes into the govern-

ment may choose a ministry in which to go into (for example; transporta-

tion, finance, commerce, war, legislature). Once one chooses their ministry, 

they are not permitted to begin their term or embark upon any of their du-

ties as an official right away however. At this stage, all must intern for 

four years under an officer in his/her last four years of office. After this pe-

riod is over and the individual is accustomed to all of the workings of the 

ministry, their resumé is reviewed, a detailed report is written about their 

skill (or lack there of), and they are tested once more. If all goes well, they 

are then inducted into the ministry. 

 She takes another sip of tea. 

 The officials of these ministries draw legislature which reflects the 

common want of the people; and then just to make sure that it truly fits 

the desires of the people, once the legislature is finished it is put to the peo-

ple to vote upon. The people themselves can rally together (peacefully) in 

the form of a petition and raise a desire to the board, which the board is 

then required to consider. If the legislature of one ministry is to interfere 

with the duties of another, then the other ministry must approve or deny 

it.  

 So that was it then, that was the government of New Garden. A gov-

ernment which is ruled by the people, which supports a common good, 

which supports opportunity, which supports order.  

~ 

 My little friend next took me to the second level. We rode the escala-

tor up towards the light of the blue sky above, rising up on a staircase of 

the green. I could tell that this was the part My Little Friend had been so 

excited for, he wanted to show me the houses. The second level of the city is 

purely the residential, home to the overwhelming majority of the city's peo-

ple. The only people who do not live here are the merchants or artists who  
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live above their shops on the first level. The layout of the second level 

resembles that of spider's web, with a basic structure of diagonals, 

then corroded by various cutting spirals. Like the buildings of Mesa 

Verde, the houses are nestled beneath the lip of the city crater's rim, 

carved into the cliff.  

 People milled idly about the street- a scholar rushing past with 

books tucked snugly beneath his arm; a teenager chatting with friends 

a young girl playing with a doll. As I looked around me I realized that 

while the bottom level was the fuel of the city, this was the heart. The 

city was not in the infrastructure or in the government, the city of 

New Garden was in the people. They were the gardeners, the caregiv-

ers of the city who tended to and cultivated its progress.  

 My Little friend led me through these streets, and even to this 

day I couldn't tell you the way to his house. We took so many turns, 

and I was so bewildered by the constant swarm of movement, that I 

could nothing but follow him blindly. I wouldn't even be able to give 

you a landmark area, for every house in the city is a clone of one an-

other from the outside.  This is to combat the jealousy in the individu-

al man, for no matter how much one may earn, they may not openly 

flaunt it in another's face. A house remains a man's personal property 

however, and so they may adorn the interior in any manner they de-

sire. 

 Finally he stopped. There he pointed up at a basic brown house 

with red shingles There, isn't it great? I had just passed by a thousand 

copies of that house already, but bewitched by the boy's charm I saw 

in its shingles and its door and its windows something special.  

 When he took me inside I was struck by the beautiful simplicity 

of the house. Books lined the shelves, a tv sat proudly above a fire 

place, a kitchen sparkled in the sunlight, a sofa was tucked awkward-

ly away in a corner. The interior of every house in New Garden is dif-

ferent because the inside of one's property should be subject only to 

one's own will, yet never in New Garden will you find a house with a 

billion dollar stereo and a swimming pool while a neighbour has only a 

sleeping bag and a broken lamp. Such social gaps do not exist.  
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The Mother of My Little Friend came out of the bedroom then and smiled 

at me. Oh, you must be him then. The stranger? She asked pointing at me, 

He won't stop talking about you, you know". 

 As My Little Friend and I snacked on carrots in the kitchen, his 

Mother sat across from me and chatted about various small-talk topics. 

The weather has been lovely lately! 

 Eventually I came out and asked the question that had b den pester-

ing me ever since I had reached the second floor…the social gaps of society. 

How is it that such equality could be achieved?  

 She laughed at me. First of all, She explained, We have social classes 

here. Inequality is innate in man. Some will always be more beautiful, some 

will always be stronger, some will always be horrible singers, some will al-

ways be unlucky. What we try to do in New Garden however is handle these 

differences in as an equal manner as possible. Our motto is simply that Eve-

ryone is given equal opportunity to be what the want. Different jobs will 

have different wages, for this is to be in every society…but here if someone 

earns more than a designated maxim, which is set by the Ministry of Fi-

nance each year, then they must give all the excess to charity. Those who re-

ceive charity are those who's income falls below a designated minimum. No 

man may be too poor, and no man may be too wealthy. 

~ 

 The third and final level of New Garden is dedicated solely to farm-

ing. When I was told this and was ascending the elevator to this top floor, I 

expected to find vast fields of stretching corn and soy beans. What I found 

however was nothing of the sort. This was not the traditional kind of farm-

ing that immediately comes to mind; this was a farming of the future…

when it is done in buildings. Great glass skyscrapers, each with hundreds 

of floors, each with plenty of light, each with different crops and flowers 

and herbs. There are thousands of these skyscraper farms, and every day 

thousands work in them to pick the ripest and the best of the foods. This 

floor is also home to the cattle, and in subsequence, the butchery.  

 All above the age of 15 must participate in agricultural work. At one 

point during my tour of the glass skyscrapers My Little Friend whispered 

in my ear, confiding in me that he is very happy that he's only 6, because 

he just wants to play. His Mother and his Father don't have to toil in a 

field for endless however, they get most of the year off, and in fact only 

work for one season per year (which lasts 3-4 months). Throughout this  
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season they are expected only to dedicate 2-3 hours a day to farming. 

They are temporary workers, and thus work in special farming build-

ings, away from true professional farmers. All temporary workers sign 

up for a task suitable to their age level and strength. All contribute to 

the farming, for it seems a reasonable request to the people who have 

grown up their entire lives with this as their institution. They provide 

for the people, and so, in consequence they are providing for them-

selves. 

 Work  requirement should not be misunderstood however; free 

time is provided for and encouraged. After someone completes their 

short farming contribution of the day (which is only for 3-4 months of 

a year) they may do whatever they like, as long as what is done does 

not go against New Gardenn laws. Adults go and run their businesses, 

children go to school, families go to movies, scholars go to teach. The 

only forbidden actions of New Garden free time are those which would 

waste the time and fall into immoral habits, such as consistent drunk-

enness or drug abuse. This free time is the method of which people 

pursue their dreams, while farm work is simply a time of sociable com-

munity. I interviewed various men and women working in the sky-

scraper farms, and when I asked every one of them what they did with 

their free time they answered, with friends; reading; playing music; 

drawing; exploring.  

~ 

 The people of New Garden are united by this labour. They are 

harmonized into the finest tuned instrument the world has ever seen, 

and together they play a song of happiness. The city's air is teeming 

with a boundless energy, a spark of something that can never again be 

replicated, a vitality that can never be explained. 

   There on the blooming emerald floor, if you are just silent 

enough, you can hear the river running along side the top of the 

crater, feeding into the waterfall. It was there listening to that trick-

ling rush that My Little Friend, still holding my hand in his, looked up 

at me. A smile on the verge of laughter stretched across his face, his 

eyes glistened brilliantly, This is home.  

~ 
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Such was the city of New Garden. A hidden Nirvana sealed away in a 

jungle's womb…a morphing caterpillar in the cocoon. This was a place 

of untold beauty, of care, of art, of order, of peace. This was a place of 

kindness, of opportunity. Standing on the third level of New Garden, 

looking down at the fountain below, and up at the blinding light of the 

sky, I understood that from the cosmos a Utopia had been born, that 

here in this city there was no dividing religion that drove man apart; 

there was no conception of racism or sexism; there was a basic naive-

ness of life, native to a society that cannot understand the perils of a 

changing world. The people were the heart and the foundations of the 

city, the government was the city's infrastructure, religion was the 

city's comedy, agriculture was the city's fuel, spirit was the city. 

~ 

 When I next opened my eyes, I was no longer in New Garden. I 

heard an eerie beep of a machine, followed by another one, and anoth-

er, and another. I saw a few figures clothed in white moving by my 

bedside; I heard them murmuring quietly to themselves. I drifted in 

and out of consciousness, and couldn't catch the entirety of what they 

were saying- only little snippets, like phrases caught in an old crack-

ling radio.  

 Found in the jungle in God knows where…Dehydrated…

concussion…lucky bastard…hallucinations 

~ 

 A few days later I opened my eyes again, and looked out beyond 

the dirt and grime coating my window. I searched beyond the sky-

scrapers, beyond the pigeons and the people, beyond the cable lines 

and the guns, beyond the wailing ambulances and the sooty sky…I 

searched beyond my world for the Utopia I had found. I searched for 

many years. I searched and I searched, yet I never found, for the Uto-

pia does not exist.  
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DYSTOPIA STORY 
I am losing the will to live. 

“So let’s just go over comparisons one more time, because I think some peo-

ple in this class aren’t completely confident with them yet, okay? Now, who 

can give me an example of a comparison?” 

She pauses for a second, ignores my raised hand and continues, “Nobody? 

Not even one hand out of forty-six? I really wish you would pay more atten-

tion, girls.” 

I cough loudly, hand still raised. “Ms. Phaidon?” I say, “I can give you an 

example of a comparison.” 

Ms. Phaidon glances at me then turns back to the whiteboard, which hap-

pens to be filled with sentences like ‘A cat is as furry and soft as a dog.’ It’s 

been three weeks and there’s still no sign of this torture ending; I’ve decid-

ed that I can’t take yet another lesson on the complexities of comparing two 

nouns. There comes a time when every person must take a stand. 

“Ms. Phaidon!” 

I stand up, legs shaking slightly. That happens when I’m nervous. 

“I understand comparisons. We all understand comparisons. Or, we  would 

if your teaching method didn’t consist of rambling on for thirty minutes 

about your collection of The Chairwoman's portraits then screaming when 

we don’t finish the fifty comparisons you set us in the five minutes we have 

left of the lesson. A teacher can be, for example, as heinous as a . . . a . . . 

boy.” I stumble on the last words, much to my embarrassment. 

Where I live, you see, boys are pretty much the ultimate malady that will 

plague the world and beyond if a single one is set loose. They are not only 

humanity's biggest enemy but uncivilized (as well as hideous)creatures 

with dirty fingernails and hairy legs. Even The Chairwoman can assure 

you that we are all better off without them. So comparing Ms. Phaidon to a 

boy was probably not the most intelligent idea. 

I push back my chair, pick up my bag and make a move towards the door. 

The class is silent. Ms. Phaidon is silent. I’m silent too, actually. 
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I stride briskly out the door. As soon as the cooler air surrounds me, I feel 

all the blood drain from my face. Jeez. I need to start thinking about conse-

quences. Me and my big mouth. 

I pace around the corridor restlessly, finding myself unable to go back into 

that godforsaken room, to grovel to Ms. Phaidon like I’m the one making a 

mockery of children’s education. Luckily, Ms. Phaidon comes to me. Or un-

luckily, depending on how you look at it. She stands at her really quite im-

pressive height of 5'10” and looks down on me imperiously. Her face is a lit-

tle flushed and her nostrils are flaring. I didn’t think people’s nostrils 

flared in real life. I thought it was one of those things that only happened 

in movies. 

Anyway, there we are, standing in the whitewashed corridor next to that 

hollow-eyed statue of The Chairwoman, neither of us speaking. I pick at a 

shred of red ribbon hanging off the statue. The tension is palpable. 

I rip the little crimson piece of ribbon off with a flourish. Now I have noth-

ing to do. I guess the only option left is to talk to the woman. 

“Ms. Phaidon?” 

She doesn’t reply. 

“Ms. Phaidon, it’s pretty rude not to reply. Well, I once ignored this old la-

dy in the street and next thing you know, I’m on the floor and she's clawing 

at my face with her jagged fingernails and I still have a scar from that par-

ticular encounter,” I’m babbling now, filling the silence with my nervous 

ramblings. “Do you want to see the scar, Ms. Phaidon? It’s a pretty cool 

scar, everyone says so and-.” 

“Stop right there, young lady.” 

When will I stop being a young lady, I’m pretty sick of people calling me 

that, I want to ask, but I don’t. I close my mouth and it remains that way. 

At least for a few seconds. 

“Ms. Ph-,” 

She slaps me. Raises her mottled, monstrous hand and backhands me 

across my right cheek. And then I do possibly the most idiotic thing I could  
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do in this situation. 

I grab her wrist. 

Except, seeing as I’m five foot nothing with the upper body strength of a T-

rex, I doubt it makes as much impact as a fly landing on her wrist 

would.  For one glorious second, I believed that I’ve won. Ms. Phaidon is 

speechless. A heavy silence falls on the corridor, a silence just threatening 

to snap at any moment. But, me being me, I ignore it. I think to myself, if I 

can just hold out and not say a word, maybe she’ll calm down and decide 

that maybe she shouldn’t break every bone in my body. You know me, 

though. What chance have I got of keeping my mouth shut long enough to 

avoid conflict? 

I try. I really, truly try. I clamp down on my rising fear, and keep my legs 

stock still to stop them from running away and taking me with them. My 

hands shake with the effort of not flicking her bulbous nose- it’s so close to 

me, imagine her reaction. I bite my lip. I accidentally look into her blood-

shot eyes. And that’s my downfall. 

~ 

I sit down on a generic office chair stained with god knows what and rest 

my damp hands on the table in front of me. It's the headmistress’ quarter, 

and a tense face suddenly appears before me, I let out a little scream. This 

seems to infuriate her ever so slightly, but honestly, it’s not my fault that 

she looks like a murderer from a B-list slasher flick. Blame that one on ge-

netics. 

“Look, you were emotional. People imagine things when they’re overexcit-

ed, and you’re no different. I advise you drop that ridiculous claim right 

now.” 

I’m pretty sure she just called me delusional, plus, too many times words 

have been forced from my lips and twisted till meaning was lost. So I mut-

ter: “But Ms. Adams, I- I can't.” 

Ms. Adams shakes her head, breathes a sigh as I watch her slicked back 

hair slide greasily down her forehead. 
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"Maybe you shouldn't be here after all, we should send you to Seaside 

Academy. Or something like that." 

My heart leaps with joy. Finally, the beach, and sandcastles, and swim-

ming with the fish! 

But she kept going: "Perhaps that will suit you better. Yes, yes indeed. Be-

cause in the water there's no need to breathe."  

 

INFINITY WORLD 
Humans have always been obsessed about the idea of living forever. How 

many of us haven’t heard a story about it. Well, the investigations, studies 

and experiments to achieve this finally succeeded in 2240. Experts found a 

pill for endless life, but after people started taking the pill the world be-

come over-populated, with food and drinking sources almost running out. 

Governments had to make a law for decreasing the human population. 

First they tried to make sure that every family had only one child, but be-

cause no one died had to take a radical decision, making it illegal to have 

children. The only way to make a child is to stop taking pills, ‘one life for 

another’ is what they call this policy. If you secretly have a child, your 

neighbors or any police will highly awarded for exposing it. For the sin of 

the parents, the child is punished by having to work for the government or 

become a slave for the rich.  

The pills are not perfect however. They refresh your organs but they can-

not keep you looking young, so many people have to undergo skin surgery 

to reverse the effects of ageing.  

Peter and Anna are two teenagers who are born illegally and have been 

hidden by their parents for 16 years. Eventually they get caught by the 

government. Voice recorders found out that there were four (not two) dif-

ferent voices coming up from the family house of Lewinski. After many  
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years searching, their parents found them working for a rich family as 

slaves. They also found out that they work in very bad working conditions. 

They decided to rescue their children. Meanwhile Peter and Anne had 

learned lots of thing about genetics from the rich family. One day they fig-

ured out that they can get rid of this pills by sneaking into a lab and steal 

the formulae of the pills. They learned how to adjust the formulae of the 

pills to make them poisonous and kill all those who take the pill. But that 

night they got caught while stealing the formulae and were sent into cap-

tivity once again. 

 

DYSTOPIA 
The unjustness or inequality of this hypothetical dystopia is grounded 

in the series of random and uncontrollable choices made by the state’s sole 

political actor, a supercomputer that determines each person’s class, pro-

fession, and fate, from the moment of birth. Various branches of this com-

puter determine all decisions made within the dystopia, whether judicial or 

legislative, purely by chance. The course of each citizen’s life is largely de-

termined by the outcome of the series of “trials” performed shortly after 

birth. This state is geographically situated in the deep ocean, adequately 

barricaded and immune to any military threat another state may pose. 

Through its wide network of monitors, cameras, and screens, the super-

computer is able to indoctrinate the citizens sufficiently enough so as to 

keep them living under these horrible conditions. The economic conditions 

in this place are such that those of a lower class are forced to labor for the 

ultimate benefit of those above them, creating an irreparable divide in clas-

ses.  

 As a countermeasure for future disproportionate population growth, short-

ly after birth a series of trials are performed that are instrumental in shap-

ing the lives of the citizens. The first of the trials is the trial of life and 

death, in which a lever is pulled with a 50 percent chance of life and a 50 

percent chance of death. Depending on the outcome, the new-born is either  
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disposed of, or lives. If the outcome is that of life, two more trials en-

sue that will determine the subject’s class and profession. The classes are 

numbered from one to four, one being the wealthiest, and four being the 

most impoverished. A citizen’s class determines their income regardless of 

the profession they may receive, though those in lower classes are often 

employed and forced to labour by the upper classes. They are then made to 

produce goods that are resold to the public and exported for a large profit.  

Every place, public or private, is riddled with various instruments of 

surveillance and propaganda. Citizens are constantly fed fallacious images 

of the outside world, depicting it as utter chaos and anarchy, and as a re-

sult, man, driven by fear and the constant threat of war, chooses to remain 

in this “dystopic” state. A small amount of state produced education is 

mandatory during childhood, and is critical in preventing insurgency. Mil-

lions of surveillance cameras and sensitive monitoring devices keep a con-

stant watch on the citizens to prevent such evils as “truth”, “love”, and 

“hope”.  

In order to make reproduction possible, one own nothing, including 

one’s own body. Each citizen must keep a certain amount of money in a 

trust fund in order to maintain ownership of his or her own body. This is 

hardly difficult for those of a higher class, but consume a majority of the in-

come of those of a lower class, though the state provides a very small lump 

sum of money to those who produce living children. Things such as 

healthcare and property are completely private, leaving many lower class 

people sick, homeless, or both. In order to prevent the mass suicide or com-

plete loss of hope in the lower class, the state provides a way in which one 

may move up the classes. Any person of a lower class may challenge some-

one of a higher class to an electronic “coin toss”, the odds of which are sup-

posedly 30-70 in the favour of the upper class. If the person of a lower class 

loses, he is immediately killed. If he wins, he switches places with the per-

son of a higher class. The fairness of these odds are widely and internally 

contested amongst the citizens, for those who outwardly question the legiti-

macy or fairness of the choices of the supercomputer are immediately put  

45 



 

A PERFECT WORLD? 

to death. When a crime occurs that does not harm the reputation of 

the state, the decision on court is also left entirely to chance, whereas a cit-

izen who commits a crime that is directly adverse or contrary to the repu-

tation or beliefs of the state, he is executed immediately. Any crime com-

mitted against a class above your own is punishable by death. 

The various aspects of this dystopia are in direct contrast with many 

of the political views of those we have studied in the Political Science Major 

so far. In a state where a supercomputer rules the people, Plato, among 

many other things, would reject the extent of the computer’s enlighten-

ment and knowledge over its people, and therefore its right or requirement 

to rule. J.S Mill would oppose the extent of the government’s reach, as well 

as the lack of liberty awarded to its people, while Locke would oppose the 

lack of consent to be subject to the political power of the supercomputer, as 

well as the lack of God-given rights present in the dystopian society. For 

Rousseau, this dystopia can be seen as an extreme form of a false social 

contract in which the wealthy classes are favoured, general will is ignored, 

and private property is upheld by the state. Both Aristotle and Marx would 

strongly oppose the very presence of the classes themselves, while Marx 

would strongly criticize the structure of this dystopia’s economy as well as 

the presence of private property. Finally, this Dystopia defies both of 

Rawls’ concepts of liberty by the very absence of liberty itself, and the com-

pletely uneven and random distribution of socio-economic equality.  
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THE KINGDOM OF MAGIC 

My utopia would be magical , 

Do not read further if you want something logical , 

Welcome to the land  

Where magic,spells,wands are parts of every clan . 

 

The better person you are, the better your magic will be , 

The best people would rule the society, 

Hence, there will be no bad, 

and all will be happy, merry and glad. 

  

If the best people turn bad, 

their magic would decrease which is sad, 

since they will move down the ladder, 

and "social mobility " would be established altogether. 

 

You might think that this would cause inequality, 

But it is the driving force to get quality, 

Ruling the society would be their incentive , 

Making everyone a better person would be my intention. 

 

Everyone would be able to fly , 

There will be no suffering, no crying, 

All will be immortal, 

That will make them able to take risk and challenges. 

 

Wizards will be born in pair, 

There will be love in the air , 

Magic will help them find their soul mate, 

A perfect world would be made. 

 

God will not listen but reply to our prayers. 

It would help us to see our future clear. 

In this world, goodness would be the queen. 

It would  be a picture perfect scene. 
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A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

In the year 2075, the United States of America has become incredibly pros-

perous. Poverty and crime are at their respective all-time lows, unemploy-

ment is under two percent, and the country has reached a state of general 

equilibrium and peace, as there is as well a greater sense of acceptance and 

understanding, especially to minorities and those who had previously been 

discriminated against. A large portion of the population is living in the up-

per middle and middle classes, and the divide between the poor and the 

rich is small. Technological advances have been radical, and have been re-

sponsible for the solution to Global Warming. Due to a lack of war, the 

United States has decided to significantly lower its military spending, and 

allocate those funds to the use of scientific progress. So, in the state of Kan-

sas, the US government has allocated two neighbouring circular 1000 

square mile plots, and built on these plots two towns; one, Jamestown, is to 

be a utopia while the other, Williamsburg, is to be completely dystopian. 

Both small towns will remain cut off from the outside world for one year 

with the exception of the mayors of these towns, who have the ability to 

communicate directly with the Kansas state government and the White 

House, just in case anything should go horribly wrong. Knowing full well 

the risks of creating these two societies, the US continues with the building 

and study of these two cities, which will be described in short order. 

 

Williamsburg is dystopian not in the sense of being an evil, ever present 

and constantly dehumanizing like in novels such as 1984 and Brave New 

World. The 4000 individuals, who are skilled labourers, of Williamsburg 

live in a series of large apartment complexes, all grouped together in the 

centre of the city. The only other buildings are the palace, where the mayor 

stays and conducts his business, and the barracks, which house one thou-

sand of the mayor’s personal police stay. There are no shops, as everything 

that a person would need to survive. As well there are the factories, where 

each individual works 12 hours a day, making products for Jamestown.  

The mayor who is not checked at all, and makes each hand every political 

or logistical decision himself, is incredibly incompetent, and did not think 

to include basic utilities in the city, such as electricity and plumbing for the 

complexes, hospitals or fire departments, and no town food distribution  

 

49 



 

A PERFECT WORLD? 

distribution centre, which calls for food to be delivered via parachute which 

gives the citizens to take more than their fair rations. The, mayor in so in-

competent though, that often the supplies are dropped far from the com-

plexes because he did not give correct directions for the pilots as to where 

they need to drop the supplies. The average citizen is morally and ethically 

low, even though each has been allocated a payment of $750000 for after 

the experiment. The factories are the only things efficient, because if the 

quotas aren’t met, the worker must starve the rest of the day. The mayor is 

incredibly useless, while the peoples’ talents are being exploited. With no 

system of checks and balances, whatever the mayor should decree immedi-

ately becomes law, and should someone defy this law, the police force is to 

discipline them heavily. Williamsburg is a desolate and badly run city 

whose people despise it and its leader, but can do nothing about it. 

 

Conversely, Jamestown is quite utopian. In the building of the city, 

the architects asked each individual and their family what kind of house 

they wanted, what they wanted it to look like, and what it would be fur-

nished with. The house is exactly what each individual asked for, with a 

city centre that is quite large and holds all the shops and the mayor’s pal-

ace. Unlike in Williamsburg, the people feel no jealousy towards the 

mayor’s palace because their homes are exactly for them and are often just 

as big. The mayor, who unlike his counterpart, is incredibly equipped to 

run this town, which is a waste in itself because the townspeople are so dil-

igent in their work and follow the law so closely that they barely even need 

governing. Each worker in the city is a specialist in each of their fields and 

enjoys their job immensely. For jobs which most normal people do not en-

joy, such as being a janitor, those workers have been paid a large sum to 

take part in the experiment. With everyone wanting to do their job, every-

thing in the town runs smoothly, and there are no shortcomings in the 

town. The laws in the town are similar to the Kansas state laws, but all 

laws are open to change or legislation, all that needs be done is for an indi-

vidual to plead his case in front of the court and mayor, and their request  
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is considered. Undoubtedly the highlight of this city is the Order System. A 

shining spot of the town and the perfect version of government logistical 

control, anything a person might desire can be ordered using a form which 

is then submitted to the mayor’s office. Whatever ordered that is not an ob-

vious or overt danger to the safety of the five thousand townspeople is de-

livered to the home of that individual the next day. While they can have 

whatever they want, each person still attends their work the next day out 

of obligation and by virtue of the contract they entered into with the Unit-

ed States Government and each other. Jamestown is a comprehensive and 

near perfect society that any sane person would like to live.  

 

ATLANTIS 
Perfection is defined as the condition, state, or quality of being free or as 

free as possible from all flaws or defects. A utopian society is perfect. For 

years political philosophers have tried and failed to create a society exempt 

from the aforementioned. That is because they have failed to address the 

main device of human suffering, pain and anguish. This device is manual 

labor, an action which is required for the average human in the average so-

ciety to survive. In a perfect society, supplies must be omnipresent, and la-

bor must be deracinated. Humans have always been a superior being. We 

do not simply live following our instinct. We live thinking, analyzing and 

improving. When doing these three things, humans are in the happiest 

state.  

 Thus mechanisms of industry must be perfected to in order to remove 

human labor from industrial production. If that is done, humans can spend 

their life doing what they were born to do: thinking, analyzing and improv-

ing. A human in labor is a waste of a mind. Every mind is different, and 

thus offers a different perspective. This perspective must have time to 

form, through the intellectual labor that is thought.  

 This society is the only one in which a pure democracy can work. That 

is because humans are exempt from work, and have time to educate them-

selves and make intellectually based votes on various measures. A meas-

ure can be introduced by anyone but must get a number of signatures 

equal to 1% of the population in order to be voted on. Laws are created by 

the people. However legislature and jurisdiction are separated to a degree.  

 

51 



 

A PERFECT WORLD? 

Every country elects a number of judges proportionate to that of their 

county to hear cases of national law. Once these judges are elected, and 

have accepted their position, they can no longer vote. This large group 

meets and tries the few crimes they see every year.  

 Freedom of speech is omnipresent. No legislation may be passed to 

limit freedom of speech. Television is entirely public, and anyone can cre-

ate a station. Station are listed on your tv guide in a declining order from 

most popular. Internet is also entirely public. Anyone can see what you do, 

and comment on what you do on the internet. It is not a private place. 

Therefore this world has transparency. No riots or revolts can be organized 

without clear warning.  

 Punishment is a set amount of labor for those found guilty of a crime. 

This time cannot be a life sentence, even for murder, for this is a forgiving 

society, that embraces the belief that even the worst of people can change.  

 The economy in this society not a conventional one of a ruling class 

that own’s industry and pays a working class to make the already rich, 

richer. Men are paid by the state, based on their intellectual achievements. 

Every year there is a vote. An amount of prize money is appropriated to 

those that are voted by the people to have been some of the most successful 

intellectual’s in the country. 20% of that money goes to the individual and 

80% is under the persons control, who can use the money to test any theory 

he want. The latter portion cant be spent on himself, and is strictly limited 

to scientific progress.  

 Everyone must serve two years in the military from the age of 18-20. 

This ensures that the country will always be secure.  

 In this society, fixed with security and stability humans will live a 

peaceful life, exempt from violence. With human’s natural tendency to 

hoard muffled, people will not steal from each other, or get in disputes over 

possessions. Humans will whatever lifestyle they wish, simply pursuing 

feelings humans find pleasurable.  
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POSTSCRIPT 

A PERFECT WORLD? 

The idea of aspiring to a perfect society is as old as history itself. Political 

philosophers, social reformers, novelists and artists have all imagined 

worlds which escape the problems that seem to beset our own.  

Utopia, the book which defined the genre was written by the English Re-

naissance scholar, humanist and politician Thomas More in 1516. Its title 

is a pun on two words: eutopia ‘good place’ and utopia ‘no place’. Ever since, 

the word ‘utopia’ has described something that is a paradise, an ideal 

world, but perhaps also unattainable. 

The narrative of the book is a conversation between Thomas More and a 

traveller named Raphael Hytholday who has recently returned from his 

travels, having spent five years on the island of Utopia. He describes a very 

different world, where citizens have much less privacy but much more lei-

sure and equality, instead of ale houses they attend public lectures and 

play board games. Unemployment is non-existent, each citizen takes pride 

in their labour. 

More was writing against the backdrop of the enormous social upheavals of 

Tudor England, with large numbers of peasants expelled from their homes 

as their landlords tried to create sheep farms for the expanding wool indus-

try. Some have claimed that More was suggesting an alternative world 

(where every individual is guaranteed a job and intellectual pursuits for 

their leisure time), as a way to attack the age in which he lived. More was 

concerned that the unemployed rural poor, forced to take refuge in the cit-

ies, would descend into a life of criminality and vice. 

One cannot be sure about the message More was trying to send by writing 

Utopia (it has been called the ‘most mischievous book ever written’). How-

ever many subsequent writers have suggested that the notion of creating a 

perfect world might in fact be creating a nightmare for others. One man’s  
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utopia might be another man’s dystopia. 

Some have claimed that any attempt to build a perfect world will inevita-

bly sacrifice the liberty of individuals, creating a totalitarian system. This 

charge has been levelled against Plato, who in his Republic speaks of phi-

losopher-kings who have been given the power to rule owing to their supe-

rior intellect. Some have said that the violent actions of the Jacobins in the 

French Revolution and the Bolsheviks of the Russian Revolution are direct-

ly descended from the same arrogance of Plato’s philosopher-kings, claim-

ing to be building a perfect world. 

One of the most important books to establish the genre of dystopian novels 

was Yevgeny Zamyatin’s We of 1924. Written in the early years of the Rus-

sian Revolution, this book attacks the suppression of individuality neces-

sary in any Utopian system. In the novel, Platonic-style ‘guardians’ man-

age a regimented society. Individuals have numbers, not names, and live in 

cubicles within glass houses and are subjected to constant monitoring. The 

ideas of the novel were developed by George Orwell in Nineteen Eighty-

Four which imagines a world of brutal totalitarianism generated by end-

less war. The third major novel of the genre is Aldous Huxley’s Brave New 

World, a satire on the mindless hedonism of American modernity. 

The imaginary utopias and dystopias collected in this small book are writ-

ten by you and your fellow students of the Cambridge Tradition Political 

Science Major. What do they have in common? One thing that many of the 

contributions express is a sense that the utopian genre is a flawed one. Po-

litical philosophers have spent centuries trying to define the fundamental 

principles of politics: the place of liberty, equality, security or justice in our 

political institutions. Yet when political philosophers have let their imagi-

nations run riot, designing perfect worlds that might embody their ambi-

tions, the results can be absurd, even dangerous. Perhaps that is the best 

lesson to take from this book, that no matter how much you might think 

you know in theory, the application of these theories can have unintended 

consequences. One should always be mindful of this. No matter how noble 

your goals, you must not let the immediate consequences of their 
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application outweigh any distant benefits to be gained. 

And yet, there may be some value to the genre after all. If we are mindful 

of the dangers, we should also remember that utopias might challenge us 

to rethink the fundamental principles of our own age. Hopefully the weeks 

you have spent studying on this course will have taught you to do this very 

thing. Even if we dismiss Utopias as dangerous fantasies, we need robust 

justifications for the reason why our world is so much better. 

Finally let me say that the two weeks I spent teaching you all were an im-

mense pleasure. I hope that the course has sparked your interest in think-

ing about politics in a deeper way, getting away from the superficial chat-

ter that dominates so much discussion of politics. By asking the deepest, 

fundamental questions, perhaps you will now be armed for the struggle for 

a better, if not a perfect world. 
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